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He Didn’t Show 'em

Suys the Brattlehoro Phoenix:

The Woodstock Age, in recording
o rosults of the first day of the
hing senson in  Windsor county,
s of one man who caught 63
out. The legal eatch in a single
iy i limited to five pounds or 80
wees. Here, thens we have the
oposition of 63 trout, each over
g inches in length, and averaging
ia little over an ounce each in
Toeo thin.

Speed on the Local Track

An informal racing meet at the
it ground track Monday afternoon
roved interpsting to the small and-
bice, ns it was a sort of tryout for
yme of the local sprinters, includ-
g sturs of last season as well as
no or two whose abilities are un-
nown, There's some mystery
bout them, and there's a suspicion
uat they can gosome and are being
uietly groomed for the fall cam-
ﬂigll.
J. 8 Hathorn was there with his.
ik horse; T. J. White with a
potted  horse, a mnew one; Carl
athorn with Tiny, a well known
borformer; F. B, Dutton with a new
0o, & lmy mare, showing signs of
brout speed; and D, J. Adams, driv-
¢ a strawberry roan who had
vidently heard ‘the bell before.
Several exeiting brushes took
blace, oceasional bursts of speed
liciting tremendous applause. The
Jutton horse beat Hathorn's Tiny,
ho latter trimming J. 8. Hathoru's
slack horse in another set-to; while
he strawberry roan had the best of
‘om White's unknown, who seemed
ot unfamiliar with race track ways.
Regret was expressed that there
vere no Barnard horses on hand at
his auspicious opening of the local
m.'ing season.

eight.

IF'rom a Comrade in Tennessee

! The following letter was read ‘at
" the Memorinl day exercises at Music
b wnll:

[ron City, Tenn., May 25, 1910.

‘o My Vermont Comrades:—

The publication of the program
of Memorial exercises for May 30 at
Woodstock by Geo, O. Randall Post,
(. A. R, in The Spirit of the Age,
reminds me that there will be
assembled  some of the survivors
of Co. B, 12th Regt.,-Capt. Ora A.
Paul's company, who will remember
the eventful night of March 8th,
1864, at Fairfax Courthouse, .Va.,
the capture of General E. H. Stoagh-
ton by Mosby's band of Guerillas.

Lattach & copy of a letter I re-
ceived from Col, Mosby of late date
with the following explanation:

Noticing in the press a reunion of
Mosby's command at Luray Cave,
Va., Sept. 1st, 1909, I addressed a
letter of thanks to the commander
for his kindness in allowing the 2d
Vermont Brigade Band to sleep un-
disturbed on that occasion, the mem-
bers of the band having learned
through the telegraph operator, who
wie made a prisoner temporarily,
that the question of taking the band
wis discussed, the principal object
in our capture being our fine set of
instruments.

For years I had desired to express
my appreciation to Col. Mosbey and
his men for their considerate decis-
ion in our favor, therefore embraced
the opportunity alluded to by ad-
dressing @ letter to Col. Mosby at
Luray, Va., snpposing that postoffice
to Lo at or near the place of reunion,
which was a mistake, as this reply
indicates:

ledford City, Va., Sept. 24, 1000,
Mr. H, P, Seavey, Iron City, Tenn.,

Liear Sir:—Your letter of August
24, improperly addressed to Luray,
Vi, o plage I never. saw, was for-
warded to me at Washington City
wiere [ am Atty. in the Department
of the Interior, - I am now here on &
visit. I have a vivid recollection of
the night of March 8, 1863, when I

mde into your lines without giving
notice of my coming and carried off
General Btoughton, I felt n great
deal of sympathy with him on ac-
count of his misfortune, for he was
greatly mortified, but he was not in
the least to blame. Wyndom com-
manded the ootpests I found a
gap in his picket lines and =passed
through anchallenged. The same
thing might have happened to a
general on either side if someone
had been bold enough to tryit [
was very glad to get your letter,
Very truly yours,
Jno, A, Mosby.
It was reported that Col. Mosby
was in possession of the password in
use on this eventful night by Wyn-
dom's cavalry which was on guard
at Mairfax Courtheuse. The night
was dark and rainy, Mosby's com-
mand was dressed in ourarmy coats,
knew our password, relieved our
guards and placed their own men
on guard, thus having the town at
stheir mercy, proceeded to invite
General 15. II. Stoughten to take a
midnight ride in the rain ‘willu-u_l
giving him time to dress till they
had reached a safe point beyond the
picket lines. Ouar Infantry regi-
ments, being -encamped a mile or
moxe from the town, knew nothing
of the raid until morning. My rec-
ollection is that the 12th and 14th
regiments were some miles distant,
guarding a water ford, Wolf Run
Shoals. The 13th, 15th and 16th
were near Fairfux Conrthouse, Gien-
eral Stoughton's headquarters, and
the Brigade Band being in the town,
I questioned Col. Mosby in reference
to being in poessession of our
pasgword. Tt will be noticed he
makes no reference to it in his Jetter,
It would give me great pleasure to
be with you on May 30. With kind
regards, -
Sincerely yours,
H. P. Seavey,
Late Band Master, 2d Vt. Brigade.

Former Postmaster at W. R.
Junction.

Captain Alexander W. Davis, one
of the best known'Grand Army men
of Vermont and one of the oldest
mail clerks in New Kngland, died at
his ome in Glover Sunday.

On April 11, 1864, he was eom-
missioned lst lieutenant in the 38th
New York, composed of colored vol-
anteers, led by white officers. Later
he became captain of this company
and remained in the service during
a part of the reconstruction period,
declining a proffered position in the
regular army. He returned to Ver-
mont and in 1882 entered the postal
service, having at first the now obso-
lete run from Eoncord to Richford
and afterwards becoming transfer
clork at White River Junction.

In 1884 he was appoined post-
master at White River Junction and
he lield the position four years.

A widow, Mrs. Caroline M, Davis,
two sisters living in lowa and one
gon, President Ora 8. Davis, of the
Ohicago Theological Seminary, sur-
vive him

Iis too bad but it's true, that our
farmers do not raise fat lambe
enough to even supply the local de-
mand,

Bring some good, fat, lambs to
the fuir of Beptember 13-14-15 and
see how quick they will sell for a
fancy price.

The Democratic Convention

The democratic state convention
will-be held at 8t. Albang Tuesday,
June 14, and the district conventions
will be put on the same day at the
same’ jlace,

The state committee met in Buor-
lington Friday, May 28, aod elected
the following temporary officers:
President, B. E Bullard of Hard-
wick; seoretary, M. G Leary of Bur-
lington; assistant secretaries, W. P.
Hogan of Bennington asod Frank
Olark of Windsor; sergeant at arms,
J. T, Sullivan of Bt. Albans; com-
mittee on resolutions, P. M. Meldon
of Ratland, V, A, Bullard of Bur-
lington, C. W. Watson of St. Albans,
H, B. Howe of St. Johnsbury. F. 8.
Platt of Brattleboro, I, M Bryan of
Montpelier.

The platform drawn up by the
committeas will be published in
newspapers previous to the conven-
tion, AL .

John Senter and Other Demo-
cratic Warhorses

A Burlington digpatch to the Dos-
ton American says in relation to the
Demotratic situation and the goxer-
norghip:

“Some of the Younger Democrats
of Vermont—yes, indeed, there are
such—are hoping that Harland
Bradley Howe of St. Johnsbury will
re-consider. The Younger Demo-
erats want H, B, H, to run for Gov-
aernor. They have asked to.
In the meantime, the Grover Cleve-
lind Club is going straight ahead
with its plans just as if there were
no Younger Democrata. in Vermont.
The Younger Democrats are full of

fight. They would like—just for
once—a whoop 'em up fight and a
red fire campnign. The Grover

Cleveland boys have no time for
that sort of nonsense,

“There are not so many of them
left around Vermont, but they've got
the Democratic macliine their
hands and they propose to hold on

in

and see what thess young equirts
mean to do about it

“Let's see, how many are there
left? Well, Brad Smalley has gone,
but there's Vernon Alvord Bullard;
of' Burlington, there's Jolin Hegry
Senter of Montpelier and there's
Emory 8, Harris of Bennington,

“Who John Benter is cannot be
told i any ordinary newspaper para-
graph. John is just as set ns Joe
Cannon, but the Younger Democrats
love him, lle believes in the old
Demogracy as religiously as some of
the youngsters believe in the new.
All over Vermont they tell you there
is not an abler gentleman of the law

within her boundaries. You lhear
“John Senter” stories here, there

and everywhere. WhatJohn Senter
gaid about “it" the other day—mnkes
no matter what "'it" was—is listenad
to with reapect and interest in hotels,
state house, Inw offices, court rooms
and general stores.
“Noverthologun snd notwithstand-
ing, JJohn Henry is of the old school
and a warlorse of the machine Mr.
Senter is sixty-two. Fle has been
practicing law thirty-one years. In
the firat Cleveland administraticn he
was o national bank examiner. In
the second he got away with the
United States district attorneyship.
Brad Smalley was the leader and
John a faithful if able follower.”

NORTH POMFRET.

Miss Chunse, teacher in Hewittville
school, spent the Memorial day re-
cess at her home in Hartland and
Miss Burdette spent hers with her
parents in Claremont,

Albert Sherburne was away * last
week visiting in Connecticut and
New York.

Carl Jones and wife of Sharon
were with Mrs. May Tinkham last
Wednesday

Will Whipple of White Plains,
N. Y., was with his parents from
Friday until Monday,

Rne  Leonard has returned from
her winter's' work in Upton.

Miss Ruth Clifford has been visit-
ing in Coneord antd Manchester, and
with her sister returns home this
week,

‘Mr. Baucroft of Calais was at C.
P. Thacher's recently.

June Fairbanks of Amsden las
been in town for a few days.

A. R, Roberts has bought the
Orvis Clifford farm.

s

We understand that the race purses
for the fair of Beptember 13-14-15
will be $200, and $300 each. These
uuﬁhl te brmﬁ some good lorses
and insure good races,

SHERBURNE

Mus. Jason Warner and Miss Lena
Warner of Benson Lave heen visiting
at J. 8, Warner's the past week.

Walter Wilson is moving his
family to New Boston, where they
are to keep the mill boarding hquae.

Herhert L. Bates of Rutland was
a Bunday guest at Ed. Currier's.

Mr. and Mrs, F. G. Spaulding
were with friends and relatives at.
West Bridgewater last Sunday.

Mrs. J. J. May of Rochester was
in the place the first of the week.

Nelson Hansaw of Schenectudy,
N. Y., was the guest of his sister,
Mra. J. 8. Warner, a part of l.ins
week,

HARTLAND.

Miss Zilla Wood has returned to
Manchester, N. H.

Mr. and Mrs. N. S. Buckman and
daughter Aunnie recently visited rela-
tives in Windsor and Plainfield,

Mrs. E. F, Spear has returned
from a visit in Springfield last week.

Hurry Davis is chauffeur for D.
W. Burrows of Woodstock.

. Mr. and Mrs. Jay G. Underwood
nttended the Southern Windsor
County athletic meet at Springfield,
May 27.

Ruth and Howaird Hoisington of
Springfield were week end guests
of their grandmother, Mrs. Joseph
Royce.

Friends sent Mrs, Mary M. Hill
i shower of post cards for her natal
duy, May 25.

; Mrs. Eva Paige and Eugene of
Woest Lebanon were visitors at P. P.
Waters' the first of the week.

Jay G. Underwood has just closed
a very successful business season as
salesman tor the Beacon Falls Rub-
ber Co.

L. 1. Walke: and son, Clayton
Walker and wife of Bellows Falls
spent Sunday at Plymouth

Mys, Furber spent Sunday with
her son in Woodstock.

Misses Marion and
Webster, Mary Hatch, Olive White
and Rena Jenne, students in the
Woodstock High school, spent their
vacation with their purents.

The pupils of the Grout school
gave the following Pre-Memorial
day program, May 27; Song, Scat-
ter the Flowers, school ; recitution,
Flag Song, Emma Hoisington ; reci-
tation, Flag of America, Ralph
Wood ; song, Americn, school ; reci

Emmeline

tation, Our Flag is Advancing,
Dwight |, Walker; recitation, God
Bless Our Glovious Flag, Carl

Wood ; song, Tramp, Tramp, Tramp,
school; recitution, Our Heroes,
Berthn Hoisington ; recitation, The
Soldier Boy, Charlotte Walker ; reci-
tation, The Schoolhouse Flag, Har-
ald Haisington : Song,  Liherty's
Safeguard, Emmu ana Bertha Hols-
ington. Mrs. J. E. Johnston, teach-
er.
The Hartland base ball nine was
defeated by the North Hartlund
teaim at North Hartland May 28,
My, and Mrs. E. A. Spear, son
Hadley und daughter Frances of

Woodstock spent Sunday in town.
The Memoriul exercises were held

in the M., E. church at 10,30 4. m.
Rev. H. A. Miles delivered un able
address, recitations by the school
children, excellent music by a
double gnartette;under the direction
of Miss Florence H. Sturtevant.
The M. E. Chuich was filled to
overbowing with veterans, their sons
daughters and triends Sunday, May
29, to listen to the Memcrial sermon
by the pastor, H. A. Miles.

A tennis tournament had been
planned for Memorial day by the
Y. M. C, A. of Hartland, supported
by the county committee, This was
only partiaily carried out,on account
of the many other events of the day,
also because of the uncertain weather
in the morning. The only game
which was completed was the boys’
singles, which eaded in n close game
between Raymond Howe and Ed-
die Richardson. Raymond Howe
won the silver medal. The other
gnmes of the tournament will be
announced in seasor sb that all who
wigh fo compete may have due
notice,

nington.

As the result of a collision between
a trolley ear and an automoliile near
the Vermont Soldiera’ Home at Ben-
nington early Monday evening, one
man was  killed, another man and a
woman will probably die, and two
women are seriously injured.

The dead man is Henry L, Knapp,
40 years old, a saleon keeper of
Bennington, and the injured aré:
William D. Newton, 60 years old,
proprietor of a garage at Benning-
ton, bndly cut about the head, inter-
'nal injuries, may die ; Kate McGuire,
of Bennington, 38 years old, two
ribs broken, head cut, internal
injuries, probably will die; Mrs
Kate Knapp of Bennington, 42 years
old, one broken rib, head and face
cut, will recover ; Miss Mary Flatley
of Bennington, 23 years old, jaw
broken, face cut, will recover,

Special offer on page four
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The Little
Green Auto

it Brought llresl Joy lato the
Lives of Two Peaple

By ALICE E. ALLEN

g :
:
:

3
§
§ O
Copyright, 1010, by American Press
Assoolution
L]

o-o-o-o.o.oo.o.o.o.o.o.g

Why I first watched for that partica-
lar automobile I don't know—perhaps
because it was dark green lnstead of
red, perhaps because there was room
in it for only two people.

Perbaps, tbhough, the real reason
why I watched the little green auto-
mobile was because of the man who
drove it.

The hour after the green automobile
passed our porch was the best one 1
had all day, ‘becaunse, you see, 1 waa
well and strong, llke other people, and
I rode away In the green automoblle.
Always I wore a pretty long coat—
warm days it was soft and silky, and
cold days It was soft and furry—and
the prettiest hat and a pale blue vell
with long ends, just llke the other la-
dies In their autos. Really, though,
after I once fleaw away round the cor-
ner and along the smooth, broad road
beyond 1 never once thought again of
what I wore, for there was the coun-
try. Sometimes the rond wound be-
tween beautiful wind blown mesdows
of dalales and tall grasses; sometimes.
it lost itself in tangles of sweet, moist
woods; sometimes It ran down hills
and across bridges only to climb other
hills with other sunny spaces, other
patches of woodland and other hills
beyond.

Of course 1 was too old to play such
things. But If one hasn't walked a
step in Bye years and never can walk
again oné has to Imagine things some-
times.

Then came the day when Billy, the
Ittle boy next door, fell asleep in the
mliddle of the road. I called and called,
but I couldn’t wake him, nor make his
mother {n the next house hear, nor any
mother, nor aby one. And then, just as
I knew it would, the green automoblle
cama nnstung round the corner from
the city.

I Jeaned out as far as I could. I
waved my blue shawl. The man in
the automobile must bhave been look-

ing my way that tlme. for nlmost at
onooe ho ebtappod

He jumped out of the car.chkedwnr'y
up just as carefully and laid him on
the grass under the maple tree. Then
he lifted his cap to me, and away he
went in the little green auto,

Well, the wery next dny the green
automobile ran so slowly past our
house T almost thought it was going to
stop. Bllly was playing "under the
tree. The man in the auto called to
him and handed him a large square
package. Then he lifted his cap to me
sgain, and awny he went round the
corner out into the country.

Billy came running to me.

“Mister sald,” sald Billy, banding
me the package, “ter give this ter
yﬁu."

“To me?"

“Yep, fer the little goil on the porch,
mister sald. Ap' he guv me a dime."

1 opened the package. There were
two beautiful books bound in biue and
full of colored pictures.

Three days later Billy brought me
another package. In it was the love-
Hest doll, all in soft blue, with forget-
menot blue eyes and golden brown
curls,

“You must give it back,"” sald moth-
er. Her volce was so atern I senrcely
kpnew It was m 8. Then 1 cried.
It was bad enough to have no way of
thanking the man in the automobile.
I couldn't bear to hurt his feclings by
giving back the doll. And by and by
mother sald, “Well, well, Enthle, nev-
er mind this time!”

Then one day, long before the usudl
time, when 1 was sitting in the sun, 1
heard an _auto coming. Somehow 1
knew it was the auto. 1 tried to move,
but I conldn't. And Bllly bad gone
home. The next thing I knew the man
in the auto had stopped In front of
our house, :

“Hello, little bluebird!" he ecried.
“Fly down here and have a ride with
m”

1 shook my head.

“You're not a bluebird? Well, never
mind. Run down, then, and take a
nice ride with me. I like little girls.”

“But I'm not a little girl at all,” I
eried. “I'm eighteen years old, and
I'm taller than mother.""

The man in the automoblle laughed.

“Jump up and show me,” he sald,

“It's true,” 1 said, "but I can't show
you "cause I'm lame.”

What do you suppose happened?
The man jumped stralght out of his
auto. He came up our oafrow MNitle
wilk., The noxt minute he was on our
porch. He ‘was ever so much blgger
and stronger and taller than TI'd
thought. He nlmost filled the Epace
back of the vinea. He locked down at
me, very little and lame and ashamed
there in my wheel chalr.

Off cama his cap.

“I'm so somry,” he said. For a min-
ute he didn't say anything else, just
stood looking down at me. Then he

went on: “You just must forgive me
somehow,

1 was rude, impertinent,
stupid, everything I ought not to have
been.”

“You thought 1 was a little girl?" 1

“1 wasn't so far wrong there, was 17
You're. a. grownup lttle girl, that's®
all. Buat what did you do with the
doll and the picture books, Miss''—

“Eathleen,” 1 sald before 1 thought.
There had never been any one to call

- bl m—

mwe Miss Lester.
ber?

But before I could say another word

How could I remem-

, mother came, Bhe saw the man, the
,auto, my red face. Her eyes falrly

blazed. What could I do? -

The mao smiled down at me. Then
I knew that I hadn't anything to do
about it. How he managed It 1 don't
know, but in five minutes he had ex-
plained everything, and he sat on the
steps, with mother near by in the It-
tle rocker. And they were talking to-
gother llke old friends.

Next day it was past 4 o'clock and
the little auto badn't come. I was be-
gluning to feel so dlsappointed. Then
I saw n big red car with a top and
room In it for four or five peopla come
proudly around the corner from the
city. On the back seat was a Indy
with a lovely gray vell. Bhe looked
my way and smiled.

The auto stopped in front of our
bouse. Up the walk came the lady,

“You nre Miss Kathleen Lester?’
kho said. 8he took both my hands. *I
am Wright Hogleby's sister.”

Then I remembered that Wright En-
gleby was the wman in the little green
auto. And there he was in the big red
auto lifting his cap and smiling In just
the friendllest way.

“Put on some wraps, pleuss, Kath-
leen,” snid Wright Engleby's sister.
“You and mother, too, are golng to
ride with us.”

When I was rendy Mr. Wright En-
gleby picked me up In his arms and
carried me down the walk and set me
in the big red anto. And the bext
minute he and his sister and mother
and [ were all fiying away around the
curve.,

After that there were many rides—
the four of us, and sometimes Billy
scrubbed till be shone. But one day,
Instead of the blg red ‘car, up to our
house came the little green one, Some-
how it looked like an old friend.

Mother kissed me. Then Mr. Wright
BEngleby carried me out and put me in
the car,

On and on we went till we came to
streets that were crowded full of big
motorears and Uttle ones, trolley cars
and trucks and cabs and all sorts of
vehicles. In one place there was such
& jam we had to stop and walt,

In the midst of all the nolse and
hurry the man in the automobile put
one big hand over both mine,

*“You will walk again and be well
and strong,"” he sald, “but just as you
are now, little girl, I wanot to tell you
something. 1 love you. Wil you re-
member "
All through those long weeks in the
hospital, when 1 was too sick and tired
and discouraged and bomesick to re-
member anything else, I thought of
Do ot lnet T wmna n 1.
tle better Mr. Wright Engleby cnme to
sea me often, with flowers and frults,
“No more dolls,” he laughed. “You
are quite grown up now, Kathleen Ma-
vourneen.'

Bometimes his sister enme and some-
times mother. And I hnd a lovely
white capped nurse who took splendid
care of me. And every other day =l-
most the great surgeon spent an hoor
or 8o with me. By and by he told me
I conld go home.

He told me sowething else too. But
I begged him so hard not to tell any
one else that he promised not to. And.
‘the nurse promised too.

The man in the auto and his slster
took me home. He carried me up the
walk and set me down In my old
chair back of the vines,

Mother cried over me a little. Then
she and Wright Engleby's slster went
Into the house.

Mr. Wright Engleby came close to
me. He towered up over we, strong
and- big andl handsome.

“Remember, little girl?" he sald.

I nodded. I could scarcely bear the
sorry look in his eyes.

“Just as you are, I told you then,
dear, and just as you are I want you.
Tomorrow you and motheér and Annfe
and T will take a ride in the red auto.
Do you remember a little ' church
which stands all by Itself in some
evergreen trees across a bridge beyond
a little village?"

Aguin 1 nedded.

S The elergyman is a friend of mine.
I've told him about you, and he will
be ready. Will you?"

“Not tomorrow,” I sald—"the day
after If you wish."

He ylelded. Then he and his sister
went away.

Next day I sat behlud the vines and
waited. 1 wore my blue linen gown,
the pretty silky coat Wright Engleby's
slater had given me oo my birthday
and a blg, foppy hat, with a blue vell,

By and by I saw the little green auto
coming. Then 1 did just what the
great surgton and the nurse had made
me do over and over again. I stood up
on my two feet. 1 waved mother
away. 1 crept across the porch back
of the vines, When the auto stopped
in fromt of the house 1 stood guite
alone on the steps of the porch.

I threw a kiss to the man In the
puto. Then 1 did what the surgeon
had told me I counld—I walked straight
down the walk toward the little green
auto., Halfway the man met me,

“No!" I eried. *“Don't touch me,
plense.”

1 walked, almost running, to Bllly's
houste and back. I wonld bhave been
walking yet with the joy of it had not
the man caught me up and set me
down in the auto.

“Why didn't yon tell me, little girl?"
he cried. 5

“Oh, Wright,” 1 e'rlea. "1 was 8o
afrafd! It seemed too good to be true,
I couldn’t belleve it would Inst. And
if it hadn't I couldn’t have borne it—
for your sake, dear, for your sake!"

I'm quite certain the little green
auto had a mind of ita awn. Nelther
of us had a thought to spare it just
then. But sll by ftself It rounded
the curve, and away, away, away it
flew straight into the hem't of the giad

green country.
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Elm Trep Press

Woodstock Vermont

RECENT PUBLICATIONS :

Horace, the Roman poet
preseated to Modern Readers,
by Charles Loomis Dana and
John Cotton Dana.

Includes s selection of the best
translations of the most interesting
of Horace's poems, arranged by
topics, with a half dozen introduc-
tory essays on the life, friands,
sweethearts, gods and geography of
Horaco'and his Verse. 200 pages,
27 unusual and interesting illugtra-
tions. Beautifully printed, 500
copies only. Price $3.00,

Modern American Library
Economy.

This is & series of pamphlets, sach
dealing with a special part of library
work, No such complete exposition
of library practice has ever before
been uttempted,

The Old Librarian’s Alman-
ack, 1884. By Philobiblos.
(Jared Bean, i. e, H. L.
Pearson. )

It is Numbgg 1 of the Librarian’s
Series, which id to include wsix vol-
umns of library literature of iuterest
to:all book-lovers, Number 2 is
The Library and the Li-
brarian. By E4mund L. Pear-
8O

The four to follow are:

The Rev. John Sharpe and
his Proposal for a Pablick
Library at New York, 1713.
By Anstin Baxter Keep-

Books on Library History
and Administration Published

prior to 1800. By Beatrice
Winser.

Justin Winsor as a Libra-
rian. By George Parker
Wmslnp

The Early History of Li-
braries. By Karl Dziatzko.
Now First Translated by Ed-
ward Harmon Virgin.

The series is edited by John Cot-
ton Dana and Henry W, Kent,

The subscription price for the
complete series is $5.00. Payment
due on each volume as issuad.
Copies of the Almannc are offered
singly for $1.50each. Forthcoming
volumes the same price.

Copa. The Hostess of the
Inn. "A Neglected classic.
This is the text and translation of
a choice bit of poetry of the Augus-
tan age, with interesting notes on
the poet P'ropertius and his lady-love
Cynthia; and the story of the search
for the unknown author of Copa by
Dr. Keppler of Venice. Very beau-
tifully printed. Price $1.00.

A Reprint of the Proceed-
ings of the First Meeting of
the Vermont . Historical
Society, In press.

leading trade journals of the United
States, says:

“The directing gening of The Elm
Tree Press, \\Foodat.ock Vermont,
whoever lie may be, is a' craftsman.
We have just received.n package of
speclmeuu from that firm and a care-
ful review of them bears out the
assertion that The Elm Tree Press
regards printing as a fine art, The
best of stock, careful typography,
and excellent prmwork u’ﬁo Ema
tomnko all of lho work uniformly

good.”

The Elm Tree Press

WOODSTOCK VERMONT

Subseribe for The Age. $1.00

The Inknd Printer, one of the -
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